" Oh, I trust the girl. I'm quite sure she hasn't touched it at sUl."
It was getting darker and darker. The light of the distant lamp still coloured the slightly misty air, but did not penetrate the darkness of the ground. The path got wider. You could sense a deep depression, with little hummocks rising out of it, dominated by high cliffs straight ahead.
Quinette took his electric flashlight out of his pocket, and switched it on for a moment. You could see cart-ruts running off into the clay, all awry. He switched the light off again.
Then he lowered his voice. He spoke in the tone of a man disclosing a rather delicate, confidential matter.
" I may as well tell you this, too. ... I got the idea that she wanted to have a few moments alone with you. .. ."
As he spoke these words, he realised that they were giving him an odd sense of excitement himself. He imagined Sophie Parent at the end of the gallery ; not exactly naked, but with her clothes lifted up ; ready for love. He would possess her in the darkness. Or, rather, it would be that pretty little lady with the sad eyes who had come for her book that morning. It was she whom he would possess in the darkness ; or in the dim light of his pocket-flashlight, laid sideways on the ground. He was bound to possess her sooner or later. He could do so any time he liked now. How pleasant it was to feel that reawakening of virile energy!
But these same words of his wrapped Leheudry in a mist of intoxication.   With something hoarse, something overheated, in his voice, he asked : .   cc Did she really tell you that ?"
" Not in so many words. What do you think ? . . . But that little girl has got you under her skin. ... I couldn't suggest that you should meet her at the hotel ... It would have been too risky."
Leheudry did not object or argue any longer. c* Is it far away, this tram-car stop of yours ? Will it take you long to get back ? "